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to the top of Vaea, and we all followed, save
Fanny, who is still far from well.    Mr. A------,
the photographer, went with us, to take some photos of the grave. The boys have made a wonderfully good zigzag path, and I got up with much less fatigue than I expected. It is exactly seven hundred feet above Vailima; I took up my aneroid to make sure. It is a very lovely resting-place, a small flat plateau on the top of a spur of Vaea ; the ground slopes away from it almost precipitously on all sides, and you look down into two narrow valleys close beneath, and away to high mountains and the beautiful blue Pacific ocean beyond. At one spot there is a view straight down to Vailima, which lies like a toy village far below.
The dear grave seemed to be just a heap of stones, with a small cross to mark the head. The Tongans sang some hymns, very sweetly,
while Mr. A------photographed it as it was; then
they arranged their gifts over it according to the Tongan fashion. They stuck four cleft sticks or posts into the ground at the four corners, and fastened the poles they had carried up into the clefts about eight feet from the ground ; then all the streamers were attached to the poles, the posts were wreathed with greenery and flowers, a few fresh blossoms were fastened in at the top of the streamers, and all the bark bouquets were scattered on the grave. It had a very strange and quaint effect, rather like the hangings of an